REX WHISTLER
draughtsman than Kent and a painter of sounder judgement, of
more pleasant colour. His rooms are painted with a higher
degree pf imagination, and are more personal in inspiration:
while in addition his architectural drawings, and memorably
those notes he made in drawings of Rome and its neighbourhood,
entered in his sketch-books, were finer, more characteristic than
anything Kent did. (These books have unfortunately vanished,
but they will surely one day reappear in the sale-room.)
It must be taken into consideration, withal, that Kent
found in a flourishing condition all the arts to which he con-
tributed, whereas Rex Whistler had to revive and inspire anew
several that had latterly, until his advent, begun to languish,
notably the arts of the book-jacket, the book-plate, the headed
writing-paper, and of the Toile-de-Jouy> as well as of the painted
room and, eventually, of the theatre. In this last medium his
energies during the final few years of his life before the 1939-45
war were largely absorbed, and it seems probable that had he
lived his remarkable talents would have found in it their fullest
and most abiding expression. He delighted in anything to do
with the theatre, in the Crazy Gang of the Palladium hardly
less than in the Diaghilew Ballet, in Bud Flanagan hardly
less than in Ghaliapin: he could whisde through his teeth
with a music-hall expertness, and, as he drew, would often
imitate the manner and repeat the patter of Max Miller, " The
Cheeky Chappie ", or talk of some recent Shakespearean pro-
duction with a yet critical enthusiasm. The theatre, for its
part, quickly comprehends character and distinction; and
these qualities doubtless helped him to obtain his own way,
in the execution of his general designs as of their details, without
resort to threats or loss of temper, while, in addition, those
working with him loved him, admired his extreme ingenuity,
and therefore liked to do his bidding. And in this respect, it
is significant that I have several times been hailed on buses and
in trains by stage-hands and others connected with the pro-
fession, who remembered me as a friend of his, and accordingly
wished to give me a word of greeting.
An artist is often said to lose by being worldly, but Rex
Whistler was worldly in the best sense, able to enjoy and